JETER MURRAY, a tani boy in 
the tight uniform of she marines 
with the Title, round, white cap 

pushed tuek on his bond bead, stopped 

at last before a palatal, bisul-colored 
hhc io Mesto and ulped 9 breath 
fof lief. ‘This place—the ft in 
sharp sult with is Tawa, its row of 

‘palms, its clear, gravel drive, with the 

purple-bhe. Mediterranean at its feont 

ard and the precipipus gray: Alps at 
its back yard—was right. Thea wi 


Peier felt again to make sure that 
‘Theo's token, the tiny gold heart which 
she had trae him for hie fraternity 

non fis Tast night in Delaware, Ohi, 
‘was safe in his porket; he carried it 
here, weapped pty intel, with hi 
amoney and his keys, beeause’he bad a 
superstition that anything whieh you 
sgencied ton closely you were howl 10 
fove, The gol heart had kepe Peter 
‘out of me nevsen. Now with Theo 
herself in vew—Petrr's quivering, 
tight sul relaved. Let him just get 
arm stip on Theo's smal ily ad, 
fet him et a guiding palm ‘apo ‘Theo's 
Sif, Tite dann hoekloone! 

1s was Seplemher since he fad seen 
Treo, and this was Febrary.Theo- 
sia Pratt hd heen Peters reat reason 
fer joining the navy. He tnd heen un- 
justly accused of a patielaly stupid 
and whlesale piece OF vandalism pers 
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petrated by some humorist who bad 
Droken into the highschool buiding by 
night. Peter had been anable to pro- 
‘duce an ali, owing to the fact that he 
and Bob Reily had had Theo and Peggy 
‘MoClaren up at the fraternity howse en 
fa Jark on that evening, + thing strictly 
fen without a chaperon; Peter 
<coitdn’t tell where he had heen without 
Ther att, with the 
whole town, Sait his senior year he 
had been expelled from school. He hed 
stood before a navy billloard. with pic- 
tures of palm tres, and with a large 
gestire of recklessness tad bet Bob 
Reilly a. fiver that he would be in the 
navy within twenty-four hours, Hee hil 
collected the fiver. Since he had missed, 
the war Hecause of his youth, and since 
the Tire of battles and foreign lands wis 
strong for him, Peter had been jubilant. 
‘Theo had nen the only sore point, and 
she had canided to hint her sun's plan 
‘of a winter on the Riviers and bad aug- 
gested that Peter might see her over 
there 

‘When they’ tad tnid in ovemight at 
‘Monaco—zo tantaliingly dose to Thea! 
with no leave and pn time to get 
‘wor to het, Peter had! chafed and de- 
spared, 

“Then had come tuck; Cherbourg and 
aaten-day’s furlough : Paris with Ale 
Magruger and Keloge—Peter’s mouth 
‘vent wey, Now here! 
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Just one point bothered Peter— "Is there a telegram for Peter Mur- 
money. But he had Magruger’s word ray?” he asked at the desk. 
that they would wire him the money. The Frenchman 
Peter had been the only ove of the tache suspi 


‘gsartet who was not flat broke when 
they struck Paris, and they had stripped 
him, pointing out that their need was 
greater than his, Peter had been forced 
‘reluctantly to the admission of his own 


‘They greeted it with enthusiasm and 
wise jibes, 
that was the way it was—" 


“That was the way it was,” Peter as- 
sured them earnestly. 

‘They were glad to hear it; glad to 
welcome in the "Little Brother of the 
Maia,” 


They had called him that, de- 
ever since they had found him 
evouring a child's edition of "The Life 
and Adventures of Captain Kidd’ 

But he could count on Magrager. 
Peter was still troubled by one seruple: 
he knew how the fellows would raise 
ener sod, wie Gi’ ble 

still he couldn't quite stomach 
fhe iden of puting per wings ito 
a ring for Theo. 

Yet the ring was essential 
‘could only go. tack an engaged 
‘sealed and stamped, Peter thought, it 
would be an invidlale guarantee, 10 
others and to himself—yet would it? 
‘There was Haynes, the ship's doctor, 
12 handsome fellow, “a prince,” the men 
called him, but with a look to his eyes 
‘and his mouth which Peter in the last 
five months had come to know. Haynes 
‘was a married man, and yet they all 
Taughed—Haynes himselé laughed 
‘openly—about what his,wife would say 
if she knew. Peter would just like to 
fee any one Tatgh about what Theo 
would say! 

He ranged up the graveled drive, 
Slouched, rather diffidently, past the 
eel a ok es 


had, did’ he dare risk it? Tt looked 
most expensive hotel, and Theo's aunt 
‘was notoriously wellto-do, But the 
Frenchman was measuring him super- 
cliously; Peter, feeling out of place 
these rose-and-gitt spaces in. his gob's 
blue, winced and, desed him. Tt was 
for two days at the most, and the tle- 
‘gram was sare to come. He would take 
4 room, 

‘The Frenchman dosbted whether he 
fad a free room. A horsey-looking 
Englishwoman would know the way 10 
St. Agnes; the man left Peter, and, 
‘owing profusely, described for her five 
ways, 

“"Interestin’ heap oroces, with a fi 
café,” she spurred ber stout husband. 

“But why they ever built them so 
jolly high—" % 

“Fortification, Gera, fortfiea—" 

“Miss Theodosia Pratt and her aunt, 
Mrs, Rogeles, are expecting me,” Peter 
ted. 

‘Mrs, Ruggles? ‘That was slighty dif- 
ferent; there might, perhaps, be a room 
at liber. 

Peter bathed in. a white-tiled private 
bathroom, dressed -cean through for 
‘Theodosia, risked his inconspicuous 
ivilian’s awit. Then, having sent her 
4 note, be parted is damp hair in a 
‘white fine tke a baby's, brushed down. 
the two blond flaps 10 his satisfaction, 
and descended to the rose-and-golde- 
‘xption room. 

"Theo, in white, fidgeting a tennis 
sacket, waited for him alone. Peter's 
first impression, after he bad got her 

1, was ne of deep shock 


"What? Ob, this?” Roiing the 
Lack brash of her hair beneath a close 
bat. 


ful grip even her eyes, changing’ like 

‘gray water, avoided the seriousness of 

his, She was restless, chsive as ever. 
“You were at Monaco?" 


“But you were ashore?” 

“Wel, yes.” he said honestly, though 
hhe despaired of making her understand, 
“You see, we had orlers to stick 
‘arotind —" 

‘Theo glanced at her watch. 


‘Gosh, honey, you do believe that T 
was about ae sick over that as any 
poor— Couldn't we.” he begged, eon- 
cious of the waxed smstacke at the 
desk, “go out into that palm garden at 
the side?” 

But, no, Theo's Aunt Jennie might 
te looking for her, Thea, giving him 
half of fer restless attention, had the 
Coils of his bungling emotion smoothly 
jn hand, bad the thread of the eonver- 
sation ner a rather expert control, 

Constantinople? Turkish women, 
Peter remembered instantly, who had 
4 code of their own—that you could 
Ihave one woman, but not wo. 

“The Bosporus.” We told her, “is 
‘pretty: much heaven ; you lie ack, and 
a boatman ina white turhan takes you 
up a creck to the Waters of Sweet Asia; 
yout come back at dark with the stars 
‘out and music.” 

“Alone?” she darted, 


Naples? American bar run by al 
French git! whose English had been 
picked up from drunken sailors, 

“L stepped out of the arcade into a 
sure-nough revolution,” Peter remem- 
ered enthusiastically. “Yells, and a 


‘on a balcony making a speech, and 
‘hooting 

He had two impressions of every port 
at which they had called: a stcond-hand 
‘one from the boys, a first-hand one from 
his own ramblings, 

But Theo was Adgeting, 

“These fellows,” Peter delved, “have 
a litle gold laf on their uniform, and 
‘hey call them the figeaf infantry.” 

‘That brow, Theo's gixele. 

“Experience,” she sighed: "Tare do 
gary You, Paty Dike What did you 
Tt he gave her his sharpest 
memory of Paris! He had wandered 
with Chinny, Magriger. and_ Kelloee 
‘One hight into a cafe not far from the 
Place de Opera. A. Frenchman hat 
quarreled loudly with a gist at the table 
next to theirs, and had tually. Tail 
hhands to her when she had tried to block 
fis way past her Peter tad instinctively 
leaped to her defense; the Frenchman 
Inad escaped with a sneer, and had left 
Peter standing rigid, "Chinny and 
Magrager and Kellorg isushing at him, 
the girl joining in, She was a litle, 
blond girl in a dark, severe dress, a tiny, 
strictly tailored, black hat, wit scarlet 
Tips, and a scaret bandana about her 
shoulders. She had come over 10 
them; had ald two. fingers upon 
Magruger's sleeve, and his hand had 
covered them; had taken a wey nibble 
at Kellogg's “American-style mustard- 
ham sandwich, and Kellogg had. blown 
his smoke foto her eyes; ad stuck 
finger into Chinny's cognac and traced 4 
cognac mustache on his face, and 
Chinny had Kissed her finger, her arm. 

She hal thughed deightelly at this 
complete, ths perfect comprehension. 
‘The waiter had smiled, too, and had 
Ironght a Title pile of stacked. plates 
to their table, which had drawn a good 
sutured groan from Chinny, Peter had 
stumped hack ima his chair, ‘Now she 
reached him, and settled herself de- 
liberately, easily on Peter's knee, Peter 
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stiffened, not touching ber, and she 
Talauced uncomfortably, scolding him in 
Frene, while the trio roared. She was 
not heavy, and there was a litle, rea 
furing mole on the back of her’ neck. 
Veter grasped with both hands the tard 
edge Of the table. The girl seted 
Geeply between his arms, turned her 
cheek to his, and whispered. 

Veter somehow got out to the street. 

“A guide?” No, no! He got to the 


ote! deft tiem a hote reminding them 
‘of the money, and took a third-dass 
ticket to Theo, not even waiting for 


Which covered most of the Tallies of 
Shnuct of whith: Delaware girle vere 
fulty—was inaequate.” But Peter bad 
Shh favor anim) "A. felbw 
for t0 draw the line somewhere,” and 
{inc ene ecied tO Che eae eter 

Tass? The up of the Hillel Tower 
os a windy day” was it least in- 
ies of Pars, aod he mentioned i 

‘On?*” Thea’ muemired. someting 
slot shops ad ding tthe Calé de 
Ha vg Fare 

“Thay were caught up, and for a mo- 
scat there wae thing toy. The 
fine, showery leaves of pepper tee 
siz the window flowed tothe breze, 
poled sheows coer Then Har ns 
tin face was ead hoa 7 
Hf that artifical orange coloring, thank 
Treaven; the smile sired in her eyes 
ie plats of wen om gray weer, he 
ws bo remote, #0 sweet clean 

"Come oui," he breathed, mun 
ing rather; please, Theo!” 

Ste was tating 8 igure onthe carpet 
witheher tennis racket. 

“Nor” 

“Lok, sou remember that last sight 
wes we rove t-— 

Scae one moved through the halls 
‘Thee looked up quickly; Peter waited 
in deapetation forthe woman to piston. 

“See, Theo, Tve only got two days 


and I can’t walt, honey. I've got 1o— 
to now. You promised that night" 

‘Look,” she said Deightly; “the fat 
fay‘ the fae curtis 

"riot" 

“Noy, not mow, 

Bat te had fer hand, was close to 
her wit his warm elumdy insistence. 

“No,” she sid fainty, but she did not 
pall away, atl her head, was back, the 
gray eyes hwy, heavy Tidded, smiling. 
Bid she, for a moment, waver! 

Bat Peter faltered, suppicated with 


Bat ste couldn't have forgotten that 
fast night, how she had kissed him. 
Peter's hand was abou her wrist, his 
hig thumb pressed through the crystal 
of her watch, shattered 

‘Oh!" she cried. 
stupid 

Dazed dhe merely aueked the blood 
from his thumb, 

T didn't mean to spoil your time 
here by telling you at first. If you 
hadn't made me—but you'l just tave t0 
awow! Teant! Your fraterity pin— 
TH give it back to you. Sorry, but T 
just can't! 

“The .who'e tennis dubs" bowed a 
smiling, ‘dark man, stepping in_ between 
them, “waits for Miss Pratt.” 

“Waite! You mean I've heen wait- 
ing for you; you certainly are late.” 

“Stopped,” he murmured easily, “to 
find you that magazine, but they'e still 
notin, Ab-la! Did she have a temmpe 
land smash it?” He touched the broke 
‘waieh which dangled from her har 

"Nasty temper! Oh, Peter,” she re 
membered; "Me. Pomeroy, Mr. Muar- 
ray." He was a slim, older man 
tennis Aannels; his mouth and his eyes 
were experienced, tke those of the 
ship's doctor, and his manner was sure. 

Theo summed up the situation for 
Peer, They had this tennis match, 
She was sorry to leave him, but per 
hhaps Aunt Jennie— She would see 


Now see— 


‘kim at dinner and dance with him 
afterward at the casino, perhaps, 

‘Mr. Pomeroy took over her racket. 
‘They left Peter feeling like a stunned 
Se Bernaed puppy. 


eter wandered through the town. 
People strolling, sitting in the sun, driv- 
ing past in carrnges; music, laughter, 
frank of waves; tx places, frist shope, 
with dazzling white awnings, Curious, 
How the efforts of a whole band in a 
tall seed ers some wo motley it 
those ‘ile tklng tha, tere 
watered hy the Meterrnean. Theo 
Touldwt “have meant—but she had 


He got into the casino, lost twenty 
of his remaining eighty francs on seven, 
the number he invariably backed, 
Should he try it once again? No, he'd 
need more than he had to clear out from 
—Theo. He saw the white ball spin, 
hesitate, drop to seven, Ob, well— 

Peter, finding himself on the ‘moun- 
tain edge of the town before a blue sign 
marked in white letters, an hour anda 
fraction to the name of a certain village, 
followed the sign. He plodded up a 
cobblestoned mole track, stepping aside 
with absent-minded politeness fora 
donkey laden with brush to pass him. 
He was careful'not to step on the black 
Deetles in the path, unt he discovered 
‘that they were olives, that fe was walk- 
ing on a ridge between two deep valleys 
terraced down, down in orchards of 
olives and femors. He. stopped then 
conscientiously for the view. Behind, 
the red roo{s of Menton sprawled along 
a sen that had pated from parple to 
‘washings of gray and silver; around and 
ahead of him, just beyond the valleys, 
the Alps, ridges and sugar-Joaf peaks of 
them, bike gray and touched with haze. 

Peier climbed on. He climbed by a 
plaster hut with a cat asleep on the 
doorstep curled up in a rusted tin pan 
warmed by the sun. He climbed past a 
Tipe-skinned, diry title girl dragging 


chanted stilness seemed to hang over 
this country. Aman and a woman 


worked silently together, gathering 
lives, An old woman with a goat 
wished him a pleasant “Good moraing, 
‘monsieur,” but it was like one word 
dropped ‘into the hush of a century. 
Even the laughter of children tumbling 
together made no impression upon the 
immense, golden quiet. Peter, walking 
steadily, felt as though he were moving 
‘through a dream; as though all of life 
Delaware the Charest, even Theo 
were far away. 

Abruptly he reached a town that was 
like a sear of gray rocks above the last 
‘live grove. He entered a square 
‘outained an old elm res, atone bench, 
‘fountain, and not aliving soul, There 
‘were buildings, a store or two—the Café 
de la Renaissance—but they were like 
buildings painted flat on an old stage 
Yack drop, and with the paint now peel- 
ing off. Dead, deserted. ‘The town 
ftvelf was hung there in stillness; the 
spell et 

People must live here, for a chicken 
wandered into the square, and a washing 
‘was draped from a window down the 
dark alley of a street. But what did 
they live on, and where did they keep 
themselves?” Olives, perhaps, and were 
they all down there at work at this hour? 
He looked back over the stone parape 
fon which he sat, down sun-dusted tops 
‘of olive trees. And why under heaven, 
Peter asked himself, would folks set a 
town up here? Fortification, yes, but 
fortification from what? The place 
rust be old, centuries old from the fee! 
‘of it, but even back in the Middle Ages 
‘what enemny— 

‘Theo had said hat night in Delaware 
‘—and she had said bere to-day— Brat 
Peter as following idly the Tine of 
‘white “smoke down there along. the 
water's edge. A train. Tt reminded 


A 


lr 
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him at emt ge back tte tel 
ed find a train. Dario, gure out 
Saco about the money. "The wilage 
flock struck close somewiere, but the 
Sound was without urge, 4 part of the 
ream, Peter sat on, 

Tie imist move. If only be tad a 
egaete! Peter” stopped before. the 
window of alittle shop which contained 
ity post cards, (wo. By-spotted water 
cols Of the country, tobato, a wooden 
Gruciix, roaries, He entered damp 
tnd exceedingly dare terior, clove with 
odoss and ra, 

“Cig-cigaretien." he sneezed, 

‘A woman moved from the window 
srhee she had ben observing hic, 

“lave you" asad Peter te he pain- 
ful French, "Pall Malls?” 

No Pall Malls” answered a. voice 
that sired the dust and srt in this 
Hace of whispers. "have Abdalla, 
Prine de’ Mowacos, Taneg— 

“You speile English?” 

“q'Tidle, 1 have work, during the 
var, dows inthe. yllage—the tle 
Tower shop, "AW" Miea—monsiea 
Inv? peed the full, virant vice. 

"Ko," aid Peter. "Abdalla, please 
The mel, he thought, was the ghost of 
4 dead fish contending with a very- 
fruchalive cheese, with "perhape the 
treat of an on 

“There you are, monsieut/” 

He truck a. match, et bold eyed 
She was mot old, and she was 9ot— 
Geet, Peter snovet toward the st 
‘Monsieur is a stranger?” the per- 
sind, 

mYea” He Goild see now. The 
ens is a of pe fr he ao 
om Tike Tong. cavern, 
San ate caste tas wveshock end 
4 great stone firepace, walled up, The 
{itt —she eal ot be neh over seven 
feen—war bareegped with felts on ber 
feet, wore a short. yellow dress which 
thang "Tato ber, snd nod, redwood 
Shawl; hee hair was drawa back enooth 
anu ight in grea, ohining blac knob, 


which was like Theo's had been, Peter 
hough dally, only she was not The 
‘Theo in any’ ther way. ‘No, she was 
plump and fal, wih a blood coloring 
beneath er warm, brown skin that 
deepened to the beat of her heart, and 
with a lacge, smiling, red mouth." She 
Came eat of this old, soft darkness hike 
an orange fungus that springs amazingly 
from’ = brown leaf mold. She stood 
‘here, with ber legs apart, and her dirk 
‘yes traveled sowly up Peter and rested 
With approval on his blond head. 

Pier” edged definitely toward the 
door. 

“Monsieur wish post card? Sou 


“Ciprette older, fucky charm, ox 
out of olive wood ?* 


“Or log ‘This ol coins pce 
of gight?™ 
“Pees of ight?” He caught atthe 

magic password of his boyhood. 

at yea! Tt is Here.” She rubbed 
sheds Sto her bow, ase An 
the hacered rim of an 
sin srang on 8 loop of wit. 
she assured him, “the true earring of 
Pierre le Fort—Pierte, the pirale— 
smonsieur know? 

inned Peter. “Here? 

She shook, her earrings 
““Lonik yout ‘She coaxed 
length of the cavern into 
2 ema, a-disted roqm with alt of 

indo, from whic, with ane started 
itink of your eyes, sow plunged down, 
dlown, two. ludred feet to the Grst 
azcen ledge of he valley. "Look you" — 
he pointed. him the” far water, the 
winding mule track—"they come often 
by the sea—Darbarosss, the Saracens, 
hake of them the Lombards. This Mile 
town—it is not otherwise from all the 
litle towns on these mountains— 
Roquehrane, Gorbio, St, Agnes. The 
pirates, they come ap from the set: 
they rob, they assassinate, they” barn; 
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the soup and the crow of a cock down 


sleepy. 
Peter was sled. Meneath the stirring 
‘of his blood—was it 10 the pirates ?— 


maps—"The 
Blessed Trinity; 
daring batties,' and phrases 
‘sounded the ‘loath to depart’ and dipped 
their colors.” 

Tt was very still there by the window. 


Scars were pirate scars; he was here in 
fd pirate haunts, as, with book open 
‘on his pillow, elbows, knees, and toes 
dug into the bedspread, be had so often 


reamed of “Dear.” he sighed 
wistfully. 

“Not dead,” she contradicted 
pass again, the i 


song of them, the strut of them, the put- 
ting out the hand and taking of them. 
‘Men! 

“It is the true earring of Pierre le 
Fort, who wore always the piece of 
fight, the shell of the money—so—as 
the sign of his power, that he take, T 
sell it to monsieur,” she spoke eagerly, 
for ten franc—ten little franc.” 

‘A pan of soup bubbled on a little 
‘charcoal brazier, ‘The sunny, small 
room was close; Peter felt the warmth 
from the coals, the warmth from the 
girl's body as she breathed beside him. 
He saw the blood tiving in her cheek, 
renewed with each pumping of her 
heart; he saw that heavy, placid weight 
of black hair. Tn all the golden stiiness 
there was only the little bubbling of 


‘ea, lke the Mediterranean down there. 

8 part of 
place, of those olive terraces, 
shivered now to a litle, running silver, 
fan ecstasy, now hushed to a sun-gilded 


what he wish—and nothing can toueh 


him, Tt is the same with monsieur, if 
‘monsieur have the earring; monsieur 
fake—he take what he wish” The 
sleepy eyes smiled. 

Peter got out. He got out abruptly. 
‘He wiped his face on his sleeve. He 
‘was shot, that was it. Theo, and the 
get's hair! But he was a fool and an 
ty Title peasant creature in 
that stinking hole! Peter was sick with 

imself. Held get down to the village 
at once and decide what he was going 
to do. But first hel pull himself to- 
‘gether, He went hack to the terrace of 
café, and sat at a table with a view, 
and ordered a bottle of wine. For the 
ist time in his life Peter drank not 
aimlessly, but with a purpose, for what 
‘the wine’ would do to him. 

‘The wine, or something, did a curious 
thing. Peter, watching’ the eum go 
dows, saw a roxe flush over all the moun 
tains that was too vivid to be true. 
‘Now shadows creeping up the last un- 
Delievably bright peal. Twilight, and 
clive trees running down to the sea in 
a silver water of their own. Only off 
there in the harbor lingered that strange 
flush of rose, Peter fixed his attention 
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upon the dark sitiouetie of an old sail- 
ig veel which was real enough, Bat 
caiously the sailing vessel became two 
Salling vesels, now three, now a harbor- 
ful of them, ‘rocking down there ina 
Sinner slenee, black hulls wit black 
Figging and black sails against that un- 
‘anhiy aiterglow. Still more curiously 
the skips with their pointed prows, their 
complicaisd rigging and lateen sails, 
‘were more antiquated than the most an- 
cient fishing boat that sails modern 
waters. For, two hours’ distant irom 
Peier as the dark fect was, the details 
were yet clear to him, down to a double- 
tongued pennait that spit to the breeze, 
and. turlaned heads that moved oa 
decks. 

Darkness! The olive orchards 
satlered the shadows to themselves as 
though they loved them, and still the 
fleet" was there, mnscen, in the dav 
pocket of the harbor with its silly ile 
Fim of electric lights." Peter could fel 
it there. He ate a chop, an. omelet, 
rane coffe and more wine, and waited. 

“The moon rose over Vintimile, picked 
out masts and dragon-tongued pennants 
—Peter had known it! He waited, 


watching steadily, scarcely daring to 
Toisten is lips” for what he knew 
would happen, The pale strak of the 
mule path just there Between the subele 
inystery of olive tees at night—Peter 


They were coming, shadow after 
shadow, ereeping up silently! 

‘A scfeam—the watchman rousing the 
town too late, Peter exulted. The fool 
—the sleeping dog-of-a-fool! Sounds 
of fright and confusion; people run 
ning, doors slamming, a child crying; 
‘now a bell—the churel bell ringing. the 

Peter laughed. All the blood was in 
his face He himself was down there 
fon the mule path, a shadow with a eut- 
lass, bedkoning then on, 

‘He Iaughed again. Peter found hime 
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‘eli standing, the bone-banidled cutlet 
‘inife grasped firmly it his upraised 
hhand, the proprietor of the eafé staring 
at him in consternation. The exact 
gesture with which, on a picnic holiday 
Some tea years before, Peter lad played 
Morgan himself, rightening his small 
sister into spasins—he* remembered. it 


striving for dignity. 

Fanny business! 
nothing: a quiet night, the lights of 
Menton, the shadow of a branch across 
the mule path. This pink, fringed nap- 
kin was identical with the napkins which 
had. always spelled plenics for them in 


‘Yet there was 


those kid days, What was it had started 
‘him? Oh, the rim of the piece of eight ; 
Peter sudéeily bankeed fori with the 
Ieecoby of 2 boy: gis, bekens Sor 
Denke. "He couldn't go back to the 
shop for it himself, bat he could send— 
yes. Peter tore the paper. from. his 
Zarate ho. scribed ont bythe 
light from a window, a line, folded into 
ita ten-frnc note, and made the pro- 
Pretor understand what he wanted. 
re waited forthe man in the square, 
finging the te pocket of Tranes 
{eft him. ‘The light was far bac inthe 
shop; from er: dark doorway, Peter 
seemed to feel the girl watching him. 
Hee erpeel tochweed ny caters bat 


ant tingling. 
himself to Theo, remembered. He must 
0 down. 

‘But listening still, looking oat from 
hhis ink shadow upon a stone parapet 
gray white from the moon, he caught 
Again a movement, a clamor- 
first, now unmistakable, pounding in his 
head. The rustle of stealthy footsteps, 
the clink of arms. Surely it was 2 
Jantern, that smoked and antique light 
which "Bebbed agitatedly toward him. 
‘An old man with bags over his shoul: 
der, He crossed the square, set down 
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fig lanwern, tugged at a flagstone, de- 
posited his bays, and dropped the stone 
ack again with a thud against the 
night. Peter shivered, Now a soldier, 
2 great, hulking fellow, stumbling up 
through sleep, bucklig himself into coat 
and sword. A woman in a white eap 
Jeaning out frotm the balcony of that 
stone house opposite, drawing back in 
sudden fear. Sound of a bolt—silence. 
‘The silence of tense waiting. Ah, at 
Jast, chat hammering upon the gat, that 
splintering, imperative shattering of the 
gate! 

Pierre le Fort? Peter le Fort! He 
was barely conscious that he had taken 


the earring from the proprietor, that the 
man was bidding him good might. Tt 
was Peter himself who stood outside 
the gate, a cutlass in one hand, a pistol 
in the other, who beat upon the gate, 


moning up from some boy's limbo of 
‘unexpurgated outlaw literature an oath, 
“God and the devil take you if you do, 
not open t” "Now a shot—Peter’s shot— 
the signal! | They were coming on, 
Chinay and Kellogg and Magruger, not 
fanghing at him now, but following him, 
seeing him as a man who took what be 
‘wanted! ‘They had burst through, were 

into the square, Peter at the 
hhead of them. 

Torches running everywhere, the 
crack and blaze of pistols, shrieks of 
victory and shrieks of defeat. Peter 
‘braced himself, his two legs, and struck 
at 

He strode, he swaggered down a 
trench of a street of thick, piled black- 
ness. He felt himself in’ loose boots, 


i cherishing stone walls were clec- 
te git and if the softnese open 
which Peter sometimes stepped was 
tere Iealy up of reting lemons Gan 
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the body of @ cut-down enemy, yet 
surely this narrow, cobbled street twisted 
and dipped, led now to the right to a 
blind alley, and plunged now 40 the left 
below houses aid vaulted arches, in a 
‘way no sane, twentethcentury” street 
would ever do. Surely, to, it was the 
iron of a Midile Age grilled window at 
which Peter eaugi once; and it was the 
worn wood of an old, old door with 
Ancient, hammered nails which his w- 
steady hand fumbled another time. Al- 
most as surely it was a cloaked figuee 
‘which sid by a dim corner out of Peter's 
path. “And there was not the slightest 
doubt in Peter's mind that the silence 
‘of the houses was that of people erouch- 
ing, hiding treasure. Do them no good! 
By golly-whiz! Bt now the pad-pad 
cof running sandals, A. priest, skirted, 
bald-headed for an instant under the 
Tight." So he thought to make way with 
the church treasure, did he? 

Peter followed. He broke, panting, 
through a door, was jerked up abrapty 
by the cold, wavering whiteness of a 
Title plaster cathedral. No priest—no 
fone at all; he was alone inthe tite 
church, which was eandielt as though 
for a special mass. 

“Christmas!” said Peter, pressing a 
shily hand to 


jars, some pathetic git wheat. Peter's 
tind ran to other church loot: silver 
altar pieces and chalices, golden cruci- 
fixes and statuettes, “Not nmich ‘dew of 
Iieaven’ here,” he grinned, recalling the 
‘old pirate phrase. But the two candles 


tats Poet groped forthe sr, 


He stood again by the parapet. Peter 
laughed at, himself, at, the. silly pipe 
dream the 


Dubbing Tightness which he felt, wae 
the solid weight of an tnreasoning 
anger. He felt let down, balked, 
though some one ‘had’ tindammed a 
Stream in him and chad given ito. ont 
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fet, He felt as he trad used to when 
fhe had committed the worst atrocities 
fof his childhood. He experienced a 
forge of the most intense bitterness 
against Magruger, who had tim 
with the money, against—yes, against 
Theo, who had broken her promise 10 
him. 

Tt came down over Peter again. It 
came at him suddenly and coneretely in 
the person of a fellow in armor and 
plumes, Below the raised visor Peter 
Cull see his face—sophisticated, super- 
cilious, with a look to the eyes and the 
moat 

“A prince!” scoffed Peter derisively: 
A prince Sourishing a tennis racket. 
Bar no, it was a cold, slim rapier. A 
very fever of fury seized Peter. He 
Hood up to the fellow! He, Peter Mur- 
ray, was Blackbeard. himself—Black- 
teat straddled there in rakish felt hat, 
ilk coat and breeches—Blackheard, with 
chest ont, fighting his last glorious bate. 

led, did he? Let him kill! The 
ship's doctor, Pomeroy, Allchin, Ma- 

, Kellogg—the knight in armor 
twas all of these, one after the other, 
shifting, mocking, Peter fought them 
all, but he fought chiefly snag eyes and 
a knowing mouth which did not change. 
fought with a hatred and a vielousness 
founded by five «months of wineing 
funder them and losing out to them, with 
the climax of Theo, Te was a ‘silent 
combat—strange the umber of times 
steel met steel without sound, The oat 
tome was uncertain, for the fellow 
merely melted away, still smiling, and 
leit Peter alone in the moonlit square 
with all his pitched emotions. Peter 
vwas backed against the parapet, from 
which he bad perhaps not moved, and 
the intensity of the conflict was measured 
only: by the pressure with which his 
‘hands gripped the solid stone. 

Nothing—nothing at all 
90 down. 

‘Al, but something! Voices quarreling. 
down there in the olive grove—one voice 


He must 
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full and vibrant, whieh scattered. ghosts. 
Peter pulled himself listened, 
‘The low burr of a man's anger—no. 
doubt about it, Peter's blood surged 10 
it. He swaggered gallantly, eagerly, 
down the hill to her defense, striding 
now over a grassy level, now plunging 
down a treacherous, rock-faced step, 

In a moon-white patch he found her 
face, tear-staied, but sailing to see him. 
‘The man—Peter tackled first_a thick 
clive trunk, but he found 
Peter knew from his breathing that he 
was a heavy man, and  swarth 
spilled fo 
not answer; he had a mustache in which 
Peter's fingers tangled once. Beyond 
that he was too much for Peter, a broad, 
sure, wall of a tman against the boy's 
slim and awkward body. But so much 
the better! Peter had at last a sub- 
stantial opponent, with a chanee of 
real vietory. Solid flesh heneath his 
fist! He was Blackbeard, Morgan, 
Pierre te Fort, all comlensed into one 
They gripped silently, rolled now on 
soft ground, now over a terrace with 
the lonse stones clattering after” them. 
Sword srapped atthe hilt, did it? Well, 
his good old fist wouldn't—snap at the 
hilt! Peter had him now ; he had him 
proper. One more smash—the fellow 
grumted and relaxed. Peter spraddled 
hhim, Taughed: he hitched up his belt 
Taughed again. 

Now the gil 
Peter's face, and Peter 

“Come here!” She tugged him away 


‘She had him down, away from the 
village, in the soft darkness of olive 
trees, on the soft grass of a terrace. A 
splitting of cloth, now cold-water to his 
face. Peter, sitting there, clutched two 
handfuls of the turf; he lifted his face 


obediently. She had the wet, eald cloth 
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fon his cheek, tis forehead; Peter 
shivered. "She had her hand in his blond 
hair, teasing it, She was crowding him, 
‘and Peter put his arms around her. His 
hand touched the emonth knob of her 
hair, cupped it. Piracy was. in his 
blood, and all about hinv was the <log- 
‘ging ‘sweetness of some mimosa in 
boom, very dose. 


His second sensation was one of re- 
f, Wall, i she could see harmo — 
‘He twisted the thickness i his throat 
into a laugh of his own; the laugh ended 
the first phase of Peter's He. 

‘She ted her mouth, and Peter 
ised 


it was a lie, that be would not come 
ack 

Peter went down to the village 
‘There was a lightness to him, but he 
was seeing quite clearly. Stars, a 
lion of them, sharper and whiter than 
anything in the heavens of Delaware 
he'd Ike to see Bob Reilly count these, 
he thought, remenbering a kid. geme 
they had played, lying out on the top 
‘of old Grayson’s Wil, But of 
Peter couldn’ face the sta 

He didn't care—didet care! 


sang, juit 40 prove to 
Aidt care. Treasure! Dew this very 
path they had come, laughing, singing, 
Stageering under the lot. Lucky she 
was married, 

“Gold doxbloone and. dotle 
ores, louis d's and Portagues” 
She didet even Inow his name, nor he 
hers; he was leaving, but even if he 


‘weren't leaving, in a town of & docen 
‘hotels, among’ seven thousand tour. 
ists—— Which reminded Peter of his 
pressing need of money. Ten bells by 
the village clock he'd still have time, 
Peter went into the casino. He 
‘staked ten of hls remaining forty tranes 
‘on sever, and won. He played seven 
‘consistently and with assurance, and 
om more tan He ot. He wad am 
scious that Theo was looking on, that 
the was nly. refusing’ to retary 
{0 the dance floor with Pemeray. 


“No, seven” Peter left at the end of 
th two hundred and fifty-two 
is pocket—enowgh to pay his 
ll and get him back to Paris. 
‘He stopped in a place and asked about 
tains. “He loafed back along” the 
Mediterranean, listening w the lazy 
‘crunch of gravel beneath the rollers, 
content with the prospect of sleep — 


sleep. 

Ta the hotel Theo rose upto meet him 
che was in white, a-chimmer with tiny 
crystal beads like water drops Peer 
‘uid not Tooke at her 

“ve been waiting for you,” she con- 
fessed hurriedly, “Look, Petey-Dink, 
T didn’t want you to—to get me wrong. 
‘You didn’t get me wrong?” 

“No,” said Pete, he eyes om the car- 
pet. "Tim leaving to-morrow morning 


leaving $0 soon!" 

“Uness"™he was started it0 Took 

ing—uess, you want me to say.” 
well" 


asked Peter with a new 
poise, “want me to stay?” 

‘Bt Theo was staring at him, pursing 
over him, 

“Yes, I—want you to stay.” The 
palest hypatica flash marred er clear, 
‘white pallor; but stil) she prabed, the 
packer deepening 

Peter stood quite stil. He was gaz 
ing at her with the old solemn serion 
nest. - 
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“Sure, ; 
fater, a Title thrill about her, 
There was no thrill to Peters 
might almost have heen 
“Horrid to—make me 
fashed him the old, quick smile, 
fe pi her ack, with 3 ready co, 
the od Peterish, dead-show-in-coming 


and tried again: “I've been leaning over 
balustrade thinking of you.” 

"A muddy balustrade?” she scoffed, 
with an eye for his bedraggled suit 
All the afternoon! You don't expect 
ime to believe it! Some girt—" 

“AN afternoon, thinking of you 
alone” 

“Well, T don't believe—" 

‘She as. waiting rather breathlessly. 
et, oh, God, be couldn't, not to-night. 
Paice was staring at the place where 
‘Theo's knob would Iave been if she 
fan’ ut it off; Ie was glad it wasn’t 
there 

‘The Frenchman of the waxed mus- 
tache with a 

“Bor me?” asked 


ter curly 
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“or, eile,” be bowie, entirely 


‘a coer! You could crest on ten, 
ter say% Chiney Spanos com with 
stints sk Chay sted rearen 
ot the Mas 
They must have made a good old 
haul, and it was like them to squander 
a hunk of it on an idiotic, ffty-word 
telegram, But he'd do better than 
thinestones! 
Pete ‘go out,” announced Peter to 
‘heodosia, “to that palm at the 
Eger nti pl aa ae 


“You remember,” probed Theo, “that 
silly gold heart of mine, and how you 
‘vowed you'd keep it for ever and ever.” 
“Got i” Petes declared; “gt it hee, 
now." He delved, brought up nothing 
in tn-foll, delved again. 
“What—" She pounced upon 
curious eating: "Give it to me 
“No, It's— Tan's" 
“Where did you get it, and what" 
“'S nothing—watch charm.” 
“But the heart—my heart?” she 
‘pressed, with her new suspicion of him. 
‘Te was gone; Peter knew it, 
“It’s a funny thing,” he invented 
alibly, “but it must be in—in the pocket 
‘of my other sit.” 


the 


on 


